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Home For The Holidays 


Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house 


) 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. 


"And no planes were fuckin’ landing, either." 


Sitting in Terminal | of Minneapolis-St Paul Airport, David watched the screens. Flights were listed and all of 
them had either cancelled or delayed written next to them. 


Huffing, he buried himself deeper inside of his thick winter coat, his nose and mouth buried behind his scarf. 
Beyond the screens he could see the floodlit runways. All were empty as thick flurries of snow fell, snow plows 


racing along the wide taxiways. 


It was snowing. No surprise there. Minnesota averaged sixty inches of snow over its winter period. And, while 


David loved snow at Christmas, he hated when it delayed his plans. Namely his boyfriend coming home. 


Dave had disappeared back to LA a week before, citing something or another which he needed to pick up. David 


had given him the wary look, the one which said "I know what you're up to" but the dark haired man had just 
grinned, kissed him, and boarded his flight. 


Curling his legs under the seat, David checked the screens again. 
DLIZ24 - Los Angeles - Delayed 
"How can it be fuckin’ delayed?! It's in the fuckin’ air! It's on its fuckin’ way!" 


Pulling up the arm of his coat, David glared at his watch. 5.25pm. Soon Christmas Eve would be over and 
Christmas Day would be upon them. And if they were plowing the runways, then what would the roads be like? 
He hoped that by the time Dave landed, the snow would have stopped and the roads would be clear. It would 
be, if the weather gods held out on him, a twenty minute drive from the airport to the coffee house. 


Around him were people in the same situation, all watching the screens and checking their watches. It had been 
fine when he'd left the loft. A message on his phone said that Dave was on his way. It was a little over three 
and a half hours flying but obviously the snow was putting paid to everything. Either Dave's flight would be 


diverted or it was circling high above the clouds, waiting to for a chance to land. 


The public address system crackled to life and a slightly distressed female voice began to speak. "Ladies and 
gentlemen. This is an announcement regarding some of our inbound flights. The following flights have been re- 
routed to Sioux Falls Regional Airport. All passengers on board these flights will remain with their planes while 
the aircraft are refuelled. There is no reason for anyone to travel to Sioux Falls to collect passengers. The 
following flights are affected. Delta Airlines 2531. Delta Airlines 1861. Delta Airlines 1224. Delta Airlines 9812. 
Delta Air-" 


The woman continued but David heard no more. Groaning, he slumped into the hard metal chair, chin against 
his chest. He wanted a coffee and something to eat. But, at the same time, he didn't want to give up his spot 
right in front of the screens. He wanted to know the second that Dave's plane landed. 

Beside the arrivals screen was another one. One which was permanently tuned to the weather channel. It 
showed a swirling mass of grey hanging over the state, a mass which didn't look to like it wanted to move 
anywhere very quickly. 

His phone buzzed and, unwillingly, David pulled it out. Mom flashed across the screen. 

"Hi, Mom." 

"Hi sweetie. How's it going?" 


Its not," he sighed. 


| gathered that. It's white out there." 


"What's the news saying?" he asked. 

"Another couple of hours and it should have cleared. Do you know where Dave is?" 

David chuckled softly. "Yeah, on a plane." 

"You know what | mean!" she scolded. 

"Yeah, they've re-routed to Sioux Falls to refuel. | assume they'll be back the time the storm's blown over." 
"Well, call me if you need anything, won't you, sweetie?" 

"Will do." 

Hanging up, David turned his attention back to the screens. 

DL 1224 - Re-routed for refueling 

His heart sank. Half an hour to Sioux. Half an hour back. An hour or more waiting for fuel. The least he could 
hope for was to have Dave back before IOpm. At least he hoped he'd be home for then. David didn’t relish the 
idea of driving through the snow amid drivers who were all rushing for the same thing; to be home with their 
families. 

Finally he couldn't stand it any more and, getting to his feet, David made his way to the Starbucks concession 
While he was waiting in line, his phone rang. Half expecting it to be his mother again, he gave the screen only a 
passing glance. 

"David?!" 

Now he was awake. "Dave?!" 

"Yeah, we're on the ground at Sioux. Snow's pretty bad, huh?" 

Glancing to the window, he sighed. "Yeah, awful. How long are you going to be? Do you know?" 

"They said between an hour and ninety minutes. Loads of flights have been diverted here" 

David's heart sank. "Do you think you're gonna get home tonight?" 


"Sure hope so. Would suck to spend Christmas at a fuckin’ airport. Do you know what l'm thinking about?" 


"What?" 


"Waking up tomorrow morning and giving you the longest, sloppiest Christmas blowj-" 
"Okay!" David could feel himself blushing. "You're on a plane full of people. They don't need to hear that." 


All he heard was snickering. Shuffling up to the counter, he surveyed the menu. "Yeah, I'll have a large 


Gingerbread Latte and one of those cranberry and orange muffins 
"Starbucks?" Dave asked. 

Yep" 

"Tell me what it tastes like. They're depriving me here. 


Chuckling, David handed over his credit card and signed the offered receipt. Shuffling to the end of the 


counter, he waited. 


"I'm sure you'll be fine." 


On the end of the phone, he heard Dave huff. "Yeah, but | want a coffee and a muffin. | haven't had anything 


since sometime over Wyoming.” 

‘lm sure you're not going to starve." 

"David!" the younger man whined. "I'm miles from home and you're taunting me." 
"And l'm stuck at a snowed in airport." 


His coffee and muffin appeared in front of him. Feeling in his pocket, he grabbed a handful of change and 
dropped it in to the tips jar. 


"At least you can go home," Dave moaned. 


Laughing, David trapped the phone under his chin as he grabbed the coffee and muffin. "But in two hours, 
you'll be home hopefully." 


He heard Dave huff again. 
"And then," he continued. "I'll take you home and make you all warm and put you to bed." 
"Promise?" Dave said softly. 


"Absolutely." 


"Okay then. l'm gonna go now and see if | can find a coffee." 
"Love you, Dave." 
"Love you too." 


Hanging up, David smiled as he slumped in the metal seat. Outside, the snow still swirled, flakes dancing beneath 
the bright floodlights. Machines still moved back and forth. But.. But it looked as though the snow was beginning 
to slow. His heart skipped a little. Getting up, he walked to the large windows and stared at the dark and cloudy 
sky. Amid the clouds, he was sure he could see lights flashing. 


All too soon the coffee and muffin were a mere memory and David found himself still pressed to the window. 
His mind was no longer in his body. Instead it was out on the runways, helping to shovel the snow. It was an 


announcement which pulled him back in to the present. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, we are pleased to say that the storm has abated enough for planes to begin landing. 


Please turn your attention to the arrivals board for updated arrival times.’ 


Grinning, David turned away from the window. The boards began to change, cancelled and delayed and re-routed 
beginning to disappear. Scanning his eyes down them, he found Dave's flight. 


DL 1224 - ETA 255 


David breathed a sigh of relief and looked at his watch. Ipm. 


David paced back and forth, watching as planes finally landed. The arrivals hall filled with people, squeals of 
excitement filling the air as passengers and families were reunited. Outside, the snow came and went, the 
heavy falls having changed to flurries. All the runways were clear and the snow plows waited to be called back 
into action. His heart pattered, his excitement growing. He couldn't wait to see his lover again. Couldn't wait to 


find out about his trip back West. What had sent Dave there? What had he brought back with him? 
His eyes flicked back to the arrivals board and he gave a small shout of happiness. 

DL 1224 - Landed 

Running to the barriers, David hopped from one foot to the other. Slowly, but surely, people began to trickle 


out. Slowly the trickle became a tidal wave and the people around him waved and called to their loved ones. He 


felt his heart sink as his eyes scanned the incoming crowds. None of them were for him. It was like waking up 


on Christmas morning and finding an empty stocking hanging at the end of the bed. 

With a heavy heart, he turned and looked out of the window. Shadowy aircraft stood at their stands, the lights 
of the airport bouncing from the low lying clouds. Walking away from the barrier, David stood at the window 
and stared first at his reflection then at the airport. He was sure he had the right flight. Dave had called 


from Sioux. So where was he? 


Sighing, David pulled his phone from his pocket and unlocked the screen. Scrolling to the notes, he found the one 
for Dave's flight. 


And there it was, in black and white. 

DL 1224 

Putting the phone back in his pocket, he gazed at the floor, unsure of what to do. There was little he could do. 
Maybe Dave had gotten a different flight and not told him? Maybe he was still at Sioux? Maybe his plane had 
never made it.. 

The thought chilled him to the bone, a wave of sickness and fear rising. He'd head of planes going down in bad 
weather. But surely there would have been a news broadcast. Surely the airport would have changed the TV's 
from the weather to the news. 

Or maybe they didn't. Maybe they liked to keep people in the dark until the very last minute. 

Placing a hand against the window, David gazed out over the snowy airfield. 

"No," he murmured. "Please no." 

"No what?" a voice from behind him said. 

David felt his breath catch and, leaning back, he looked at his reflection in the window. Another stood behind 
him, almost ghostly in its appearance. It was slightly taller than him with dark hair and dark, endless eyes. Two 


suitcases sat beside it, its right hand resting on the handle of one. 


Frowning, David studied the reflection a little more. It made no move towards him, instead standing and staring 


at him, watching him as he watched it. 
"Dave?" 
"Yeah, it's me. Why the fuck are you talking to my reflection?" 


David smiled, his reflection smiling back at him. "Because." 


Turning around, he walked up to the figure behind him. Sliding his hands into Dave's hair, David gave him the 
gentlest of kisses. 


"Was worried about you, that's all." 


Arms went around his waist and held him tight, the dark haired man returning his smile. "Well, I'm back so no 


more worrying, okay? Now, how about you give me another of those sweet kisses?" 


Chuckling, David wrapped his arms around his boyfriend's neck and kissed him. 


It was a few minutes before midnight when they finally fell into bed The cats hopped up after them, Boris 
curling up beside Dave and Maks making himself comfortable in the small of David's back. Lights twinkled 
throughout the loft and the warm smells of Christmas followed them everywhere. 

Lying on his side, he gave Dave a curious look. "So just what did you go to LA for?" 

Dave's grin said it all. "You'll have to wait and find out." 

"Come on," he whined. "You've given me enough stress to last me another lifetime. Please just tell me." 
Shuffling closer, the singer gave him a tiny kiss. "Tomorrow." 

Humphing, David settling down and pulled the blankets up and around them. Somewhere, outside, the sound of 
church bells began to ring out. A smile tugged at David's lips and he wrapped his arms around his boyfriend. 
Dave returned the gesture and hugged him close. 

"Merry Christmas, Dave." 

"Merry Christmas, Davia." 

"Can | see what's in the suitcases now?" 

"Nol" 

"But you said tomorrow. It's Tomorrow now!" 

"No!" 


"Please?!" 


"Being a brat will get you nowhere. The answer's still no!" 


Laughing, David tucked his head under Dave's chin and closed his eyes. 


